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You asked me stay on 
that hill close to Dawn 
with a few of my 
friends. You must have 
known that was ona 
borderline for the spell 
which Marlin Draco and 
the Counsel of Truth 
considered and finally 
conjured its best! 


A very fine trick you 
pulled on Marlin, with all 
of your Game tricks, and 
then dumping a bag of 

bone ash on the ground 

as you made a hasty 

exit. 


Remember? I used to 
watch you do some of 
that slight of hand. 


But, I too thought you 
gone for good until that 
message was sent. 


You knew that I would go 
there, even though I had 
ceed from you house soon 
after you began your 
madness. 

The time spell literally 
fragmented my spirit, 
being on the border of it 
as it were. 


You must have desired to 
wipe all memory of 


yourself, by taking 
destruction of any that 
ever had any care for 
you. 


When I was taken up in 
the folding of time 
produced by that spell, I 
saw you standing just a 
short distance from that 
turmoil and havoc... 
laughing! 


...Laughing at me, and all 
of Dawn! 


After that, time had no 
meaning for me! 


But a rage within my 
soul began to bring a 
purpose to my being, 
drifting through the 
layers of Time, Void and 
Interdimension. 

Even now, ‘tis with some 
difficulty that I am able 
to hold onto a corporeal 
form for any great 
lengths of time. The 
shattering of the great 
crystal threw me out of 
a timeless zone and back 
into a quasi-material 
form. It took some time 
to realize myself again in 
a material world. 


My concentration to 
manifest in this form 
becomes greater each day 
now, and my powers grow 
stronger as well! 


I have far exceeded in 
this world what I was 

ever able to accomplish in 
Dawn, as you always told 
me that I was a simple 


back country Witch with 
only the powers to cure 
a frog. 


Aye, indeed you had me 
under your spell and 
charismatic inttuence in 
that era of pain. 

I struggled to gain 
consciousness and 
presence, but eventually 
began to listen to my 
fragmented other selves, 
as if looking into the 
mirrors of my soul and 
the mirrors of time and 
reality. 


One morn, I stumbled 
across Marlin as he stood 
on the shore of 

Moonglow. I doubted 
seriously if he would 
remember me from the 
distant past, but I 
greeted him and looked 
toward the new dawn, as 
we both must have had 
memories at that moment, 
but it seemed that he 

did not remember me at 
that time and ‘tis just 
as well. Thereafter I have 
followed the members of 
Marlin’'s close-knit group, 
never giving much hint to 
my presence either in 
physical form or my 
noncorporeal forms, until 
recently... not until I 
found your very doorstep 
have I made contact with 
the Keepers of Dawn 
except for once when I 
intercepted a message 
from you. 


Now your vital presence 
in this land gives me 


every reason to make 

known to them all that I 
can give, to finally wipe 
out your existence... your 
very soul! 


They say that Necromancy 
does not exist on this 
plane, but do not forget 
that I accessed precious 
scrolls at one time, and 
as my powers grow, so 
does my memory. You are 
not far away. Elusive as 
you may seem to others, 
I feel your presence. 
Perhaps that is something 
from my heart of old 
that still lingers. 
However, thou hast done 
enough pain and damage 
around you to last a 
thousand lifetimes. 


I wish that I could care 
for you as in the past, 
but ‘tis for naught. I am 
drained of compassion for 
you and will side with the 
Keepers of Dawn in your 
disposal. 


Note: This book was 
written only a few years 
before the defeat of 
Adarius Flag on this plane 
and before travel to the 
plane of Malas was known 
to most. After the 
shattering of the crystal, 
that foul art seemed 
thankfully lost to most. 


Only recently have those 
powers become evident 
again, and though I myself 
am well-practiced in that 
woeful art, froma 
dreadful past, I would 
wish none of that on 
another. 


Be thou a Great Mage or 
Warrior, or best yet an 
Artisan of Diverse 
Works, and forswear the 
use of Necromancy. I 
stand not as an example, 
but as a medium between 
the forces - divert 
thyself from such a path 
if ye are able. 


I shudder in my sleep 
each night that the 
powers known in the past 
might wreak turmoil in 
this world again if fully 
dissemenated. -Then Woe 
unto us all! 


I can simply say that the 
coneict shall long remail. 


Choose carefully thy path. 


The Mountains shall surely 
crush me in my time as 

the spirit of the Oracle 
is passed to yet another. 


